RIS R e N st e,

ST eI S

'.\

e

Back Was Lame and Ached
- Could Do Very thtle Work

" Suffered Much From Kidney Disease: For Years, but Cure Came With the

Use of Dr. Chase’s

Doctors had tried to cure this man
but failed to get at! the cause of
trouble, probably because they relied
on medicines which act on the- kid-
neys only. The strong feature about
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills is their
combined action on liver, kidneys and
bowels. In many of these cases the
disease is so complicated that ordin-
ary l;idney medicines fail to be of
much benefit. Under such conditions
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills usually
touch the spot and effect a cure.

Had they been only moderately suc-
cessful Dr. Chase would never have
selected them for world-wide distri-
bution. As it as, the demand for
these pills resuited naturally from
their superior merit, and there was
nothing else to do but supply them in
large quantities.

Mr. Simeon Shieloff, Birchbrook

Kidney-Liver Pills.

“For several years I  suffered
greatly from kidney disease. I was
weak and could do very little work.
My back was lame and ached and I
suffered much from headaches. Tried
dactors and obtained no relief. Dr.
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills were re-
commended by a friend, and after
taking four boxes I think I can say
that I am cured, for I feel as well as
I ever did.”

This statement is endorsed by Mr.
Harry Anderson, J.P, who writes:—

sonally acquainted with Mr. Simeon
Shieloff and believe his statement in
regard to Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver
Pills to be true and-correct.”

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, one
pill a dose, 256 cents a box, all deal-
ers, or 'Edmanson, Bates' & Company,
Limited, Toronto.

Orchards, Birchbank, B.C., writes:+

73 KY' R A,”

The Ward ol the
l Earl of Vering.

CHAPTER X‘

“All Women Are False”
“You do, eh?” said the marquis, rub-

bing his hands and peering into her
face. . “Oh, 'oh, that’'s good! My dear,
you're a clever girl, and I've a good
mind to—to——"

“Give me a sweet!” laughed Lilian.
This retort was so girlish, sc sweetly,
ingeniously arch that the marquis was
in raptures.

= ¢ sweet!" he chuckled——.“a sweet:
Yes, yves, and a big one. What do you
say to—to—to—Orland House and a
coronet? You are clever enough to be
a marchioness, and you shall be, if
vou like. Ah, ah, I've been thinking
I'd do it,
eries, and now what do you say, my

since I saw you at the Tuil-
dear? What do you say?”’ and quite
forgetful of his little affectation and
lisp, he bent forward and peered un-
der her downcast face, with a greedy,
wolfish regard.

A cold hand seemed to fall on Lili-
an Devigne’s heart, and clasp it tigLt
—tight—tight.
lifting

her white face, as if she were blind.

“I—my lord!” she gasped,

“I mean it,” he said. “You shall be
the Marchioness of Orland, if you will.
I'm old enough to take
Hah,

your little hand in mine, my dear!”

a wife, you

know, eh! hah! Come, put

Lilian hesitated a moment, then she
stretched out her hand, and put it
stifly and.slowly, as if it did not be-
long to her, in his.

It was so cold that the marquis,
from whom all such sudden changes
of temperature were warded off, shiv-
ered and shook for a moment; then
he took the hand to his withered lips
and mumbled over it, urxtil she with-
drew it from him, all smeared with
carmine and pearl powder.

“Eh, eh!” he chuckled;
little hand! Fine woman,

Make a good marchioness!

“pretty
though!
She’s the
pride of the lot!”

Then Lilian Devigne rose so sud-
denly that she almost frightcned him
out of his wits.

Her face was still, while her eyes

stared before her; but the smile, the

set smile, fell on him, as ske turned |

to him.
“Will you-wait here, my lord, for a
moment? No, do not come—I—I am

so warm—a glass of water!”
He rose, with 'painful alacrity.
“My dear girl, allow me!” y

“No—no!” sghe said, hurriedly.
“Come,” with a smile, as she pressed
him back, “you must let me have my
own Way always! I wyill get it my-

self, and—and come back to you.”

*

He mumbled something, and sat
';.'atching her, while she madc her wa;
through the crowd.

With the same set smile, she gained
excepting

a corridor, almost empty,

for a quiet couple or two at the fur-

and hid her face in her hands.

“It is done!” she breathed, with a
slight shudder. “It is done, done!
It is too late to go back—I would rot
if I could!

ment.”

But I must have a mo-

A rather long moment, and one of
such absorbing emotion that she did
not see the entrance of a tall, stal-
wart man; who hesitated for a mo-
ment, then came up to her quickly,
with @ word of glad greeting.

At the sound of his voice, she start-
ed to her feet, and let her hands fall
from her face.

Percy stared at her with dismay.

“Lilian! What has happened?”’

She looked -at him with a far-away
gaze, and sank into her seat.

“Why did you not come bsfore?”

“Ah!” he said,
and trying to take her hand.

sitting beside her,
“You
h,eard I was back, and have been ex-
I should
your house soon after dinner but for

pecting me? have - reached
an accident to my man, Beamish.”
“Accident—your man!” she repeat-
ed. “I thought you were in Vering?"
“Yes,” he said, “so I have heen; but
I hurried back almost by the mnext
train, snatched a dinner, and was com-
ing to you, when my hors2 started,
and my valet slipped under the wheel
of the brougham. Poor Beamish! I
couldn’t leave him with a broken leg.
He is in bed now, with the iimb set;
but you cannot tell how impatient I
have been of the delay! I was so anx-
ious to see you, and tell vou about
my journey, and its results. Are you
enjoying yourself, my darling?”’
the same words as

the marquis’s, but

Lilian started;
how differentily
spoken?

“Your journey,” she said, with dry’
lips; “tell me about it—if—-"

He nodded, and again sought to
take her hand, but she drew it away,
and, in his eagerness, he did not no-
tice it.

“My note explained my sudden ab-
sence. The earl,” and he Ilaughed,
“exacts implicit obedience. I started
without loss of a moment, thinking,
perhaps, he might be ill. He was
quite well, not at all glad to see me,
and treated me to some bad news.”

“Bad news!” she repeated, mechan-
ically. :

“Yes,” and he smiled, with the con-
fidence in her which her wonder he-
got. “Yes; he told me, in a few plain
words, that the estate was encumber-
ed up to the neck, and that his money,
all of 'it, was geing in another direc-
tion than toward me; that, in fact, 1
should be a penniless
epigrammatic, is it not?”

She looked at Bim with vacant eyes.

“He was good enough to pvint out a

earl—quite

Rub Your Stiff Neck To-Day=-
Good UId *'Nerviline” Will Cure

FIFTEEN MINUTES AFTER USING
_NERVILINE YOU ARE WELL. ‘

b E ‘ e . i
Cold, excessiv: gtrain and exertion

are a common cause of stltr neck, sore-
ness or inflammation. ’

~ Genérally the cause is so  deeply|

seated that only a liniment as power-
ful and penetrating as Nerviline will
effect an #mmediate removal of pain.

Nerviline is powerful,

9 w; rid -kud’wc.

: “yet pene-}|
trtﬂns. ielﬁgv wost rapid pain-expel-

5 'mtl. fat

marvellous . properties confer
suffering people.

Nerviline is sold upon a positive
guarantee that is vhore prompt, more
powerful, penetrating and pain-ex-
pelling than any other remedy. :

If you have failed to obtain relief
for rheumatism, neuralgia, sciatica or
lumbago; tyy Nerviline. . Good for
small pains, the surest to drive out the
big ones. . i

Neryﬂine is guaranteed to ‘guickly

upon

| cure any paln-m: soreness in the joints,

and is sold by’ i!"hggisu etyrywhete,
Large #ie 50 cents; trhl size, 25

“This is to certify that I am per--

ther end, and then sank into a seat,

remedy for this’ dreadtul stabe ot
tlrings, b\it, + unfortunately, I was
powerless, and utterly - disinclifed to
accept it, and ‘so—",

“What was the remedy"" said the
white lips. £ 7

He laughed, with a heart free, and|
proud of his beauty and h}s love.

“My marriage with a neighboring
millionaire’s—coal owner’s--daughter.
You see, under the eircurhstances, I
could scarcely take his advice!” he
said, with gentle banter.
what do you say, my Queen Lily?”
and he got her hand at last.

She drew it from him, and clinched
her fan, looking him straight in the
face. : : :

“That you will marry *he _earl’s
choice, the millionaire’s daughter!”

He looked up at her; then rose to
his feet, with slow and painful sur-
prise. $

“What--what is the matter? Lily—-
Miss Devigne!
stopped, and a sudden crimson flush
dashed into his face, as his eyes rivet-
ed their scrutiny on her pale cheeks,
and trembling lips, and cold, bewil-
“Can that——
that—the news I bring you has caus-

Can I believe—" he

dered stare. I believa
ed you to retract your promise of Tast
Why do you not speak?
Are you iII—ox'for only false?”

At the last bitter uttered
with so deep a scorn and contempt,

night to me?

words,

she started, and clinched her hands.
Her lips moved;
about to draw nearer to kLim,
hands -outstretched, imploringly and
deprecatingly, when a rustle of a stiif

she herself seemea
® with

gilk behind them caused her to resume
Ler former attitude, and not a mo-
ment too soon, for the wearer .of the
silk, Lady Devigne, came between her
by the
little, padded figure of the marquis.

and Percy, and was followaad

“My dear Lilian!” exclaimed Lady
Devigne, tremblingly, glancing appre-
hensively at the stern, set, handsome
face ‘above her.

“My dearest Lilian!” mumbled the
marquis, utterly oblivious of Percy.
“To run away at such a moment! Too
leedy, | eh?
beautiful marchioness, eh?—-eh?” and

bad, my Too bad, my
he chuckled.

Percy started slightly, as if some-
thing had stung him, and locked from
one to the other of the precious trio,
with a bitter smile.
the attitude of the
young man, at last seemed to stril—:c

The silence,

upon the feeble, flickering senses of
the old man, and he put up an un-
steady eyeglass.

“And who is this? Eh—eh? Who
is this? What, Mr, Chester-—how d’ve
do? How d’ye do?” and he held out
a shaking hand.

It was long past his bedtime, and,
in half an‘hour or so, he would be

cryiv?(or his valet.
“What! He won’t shake hands?”

mumbled the most noble marquis,
querulously. “Congratulate me, Jack
—mno, not Jack; he’s dead, or crawled
didn't mean ' Jack.
What's your name? Congratulate me.
Allow me to introduce you (o the» fu-
ture Marchioness of Orland!!” and he

grinned, and fumbled at Lilian De-

into a hole—I

vigne’s cold hand.

“Thanks, my lord!” said Percy, with
a grim, icy distinctness. “I know
Miss Devigne, the future Marchioness
of Orland, well—too weli!” and, with
a courteous bow, grave and composed
as one of the knights of King Ar-
thur’s Round Table he passed away
‘from them.

The marquis stared, looked at the
white face and tightly-pressed lips
of his' future bride, at the red, em-
barrassed countenance of ais future
mother-in-law, tl{en, utterly bewilder-
ed, and bothered, and puzzled, and so
tired, so very tired, began to ‘cry!
Then a slim, keen-faced man came
up ’quickly,. and, drawing Lis lord-
ship’s quivering arm through his own,
took him away. It was the most’ no-
ble marquis’ valet. v -
My lady ordered her carriage, and
she and the future marchioness went
home, in a silehce that was more /like

exultation of victery,

And Percy? Well, he neither cnre-
ed nor swore, but quietly hunted out
his paletot from the coﬂ'idor, put it

“on, and strode home also. ‘When such |

men as he are betrsyed they take the
blow as quietly as they take: a kiss
that preceded it.

1t was only as  he mouuted ‘thet

stairs to, s chambers that he show-

ed how hard he had been hit, for, as

“And now, |

the dumb despair of defeat than the].
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Clarksburg, W. Va.—*“1 am writing
to. telLyou the: good your medicine. has
always done me and
I hope my letter
mdy be the means
of helping some
Il o ther suffering
woman. When I
was 16 years old I
caught cold and had
suppression for two
| months. I got so
| weak I couldscarce-
ly drag myself -up
d the stairs. I went
to two doetm's then my mother got 8
bottle of Lydia 'E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
‘Compound and I took it. I hever had,
any more trouble and got strong fast.
Then 1 took it again before my little
girl was born and it helped me a good
deal and I give the Compound the credit
for it. . Then this spring I felt very
badly again, but I took the Compound
and have been well all summer. I can-
not be grateful enough for your medi-
cine.”” — Mrs. HaroLD M. SmiTH, 470
Water Street, Clarksburg, W. Va.
For forty years it has been ‘making
women strong and well, and curing back-
ache, nervousness, ut.erine and ovarian
inflammation, weakness, dxsplacements,
irregularity and periodic pains.
If you want special advice write
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co.

(confidential), Lynn, Mass,

he held the banister -
creaked and groaned under the strain

.
in his hand, it

of his tight grasp.

It was darkness in his room. Poocr
Beamish was lying literally tied by
the leg up in his own‘apartment. and
Percy felt his way among the tables
and chairs, vainly groping for a
match; as he did so, he knocked over
a table of knicknacks, and ihe crash
awoke Charlie, who had
sleep in the chair.

“Perce. is that you?” he exclaimed.

I, and not the long looked for burglar.
Not in bed, yet?”

“No; I thought I'd wait up for you,
Perce,” yawhed the boy.
as if I could not go to bed to-night
b'efore you came in, What s it—a
match?”

“I seemed

“No, never mind, just yet,” said
to th2
couch, .and placing his hand . on the
boy’s shoulder.
been, Charlie?”

“To the Vernons. Jolly evening,
but I came away early; I felt

and wanted to see you, somehow. How

Percy, quickly, dropping on

“And where have you

tired,

have you got on?”

“Marvelously,” said Percy, with a
strange smile to himself.

“Ah,” said Charlie, “I thought of
you, Perce, and how jolly an evening
you would spend. She was there, of
course?”

“If by she you mean Miss Devigne,
yes, Charlie.”

“And looked as beautiful as ever!
How many times did you dance with
her, dear old Perce?”

“Not once.”

“Ah, of course;
she didn’t

Beamish!

you were late, and
expect. you. Poor old
He is as well as can be
expected; I have been up te him. And
wasn’t she gla,d to see you, I expect,
Perce! 1 know how she smiled when
she saw.you; she can smile, now!
It’s like an angel looking kindly at
you. But, I say, Perce, I am afraid
I've been getting into another scrape;
I'm always in ’em, am I not®

thoughtless.

I'm so
But I said to myself that
I would tell you, and so I waited up.”
“Quite right, Charlie; everything
you do interests me. What is it?”
“Oh, Count .Hudspiel again. I'm
awfully mad that I should have run
up against him; but what do you
think? ‘You know there was a card-
room at the Vernons to-night, and he
and Ca.pf.alﬁww;arner and yourg Scho-
field and some others were playing,
and I went in to get some wjne for a
lady, and, just as I was passing ‘near
the table, I heard the count say: ‘I
se.id that it was a canard about Ches-
ter and- her; the marquis'is in town,
and he will bé the happy man.”,
“‘Good thing,for the Devignes if
fhat’s true, count,” - said somebody;
‘but I donbt it.’

- ﬂ‘o“ﬁe‘ . ontinued)

AT 'Au smes

fallen to

“Yes, Charlie,” was the reply; “it is

The no-o nmnnker lioﬂd keq
a Catalogue Scrap Book of ourl’etf
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful h.referto from ﬂnoto time,

A SET OF NEW TU'NICS.

1713—These attractive’ styles may
be used for any material. Lace, em-
broidery, embroidered crepe or voile,
taffeta, faille, net, talle, chiffon or
crepe de chine, all are suitable and
appropriate. Style No. 1 is made with
plaits over the front, is. cut “-vith
deep points at the sides, and gathered
to a band or belt. Style No. 2 shows
a deep plait.over the centre front and
at the sides; it has gathered fulness;
which falls in graceful folds over the
hips.. Style No. 3 is equally attractive,
showing a long point in front and in
the back, where the fulness forms a
wide plait over the centre.

The Pattern which includes all
styles illustrated, is cut in 3 sizes:
Small, Medium and Large. No. 1 will
require 15 yard of of 44-inch ma-
terial, No. 2 will require 3 yards and
No. 3 will- require 25 yards, for a
Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10
cents in silver or stamps.

A SMART STYLE.

1711—Ladies’ and Misses
Suit (With Bloomers).

Mohair, brilliantine, serge, flannel
and silk are nice for this model. The
waist fronts are crossed over a vest
that is cut in with round low neck
edge. Bell shaped short sleeve, and a
four gore flare skirt complete the de-
sign.
The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes for
Misses: 16, 18 and 20 years, and in 5
sizes for Ladies, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44
inches bust me#isure. It requires 3%
yards of 44-inch material for an 18-
year size; size 38 would require 3%
yards.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps. ;
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Frequently all the interest of a taf-|
feta frock centers in the sleeves
Pompadour, silk veiled with plain-
colored net is used for evening frocks.
Muslin and tulle fichus will - be

,vmuch in evidence on summer frocks

An org'&ndy gown is e&qﬁtive’ly

: trimmed w}lth riches of its oh me-

in the G. P. 0. to May 30th, 1916.
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A
Andrews, R., Duckworth St
Andrews, Miss K. (card), Theatre Hill

Baﬂy Mrs. Mary :
‘Baker, Miss Mary, Wuter gt 2E:
Black, Mts. T. P., care Gen. Delivery
Batten, Abraham, Duckworth St.
Bryant, W. C.

Baldwin, Miss Charlotte. Gower St.
Barrow, Miss Susie, Gower St.
Barron, Mrs. Wm.

Barnes, Wm., Long Pond Road
Bennett, Mrs. Peter, clo Gen. Delivery

.| Byrne, Mrs. James, King's Road

Byrne, Miss Margaret

Belbin, Miss Emma, King’s' B. Road
Bell, W. F., Bell Street

Bird, Miss Maggie, late Grand Falls
Brown, Mrs. Thos.,, Queen St.

Butler, Mr & Mrs. James, card,

. Flower Hill
Burt, Mrs. Joseph,

care Gen’] Post Office
Buddon, Miss Mgt., card

Burton, Robert, LeMarchant Road
Bursey, Wm., care Savings Bank
Butler, W. J., Young Street

Byrne, James, Victoria St.

Brown, Mrs., Military Road

C S
Carpenter, George W.

4 Cgines, Mrs. George, Duckworth St.

(Caso, Ernest

Chase, Walter W.

Collins, Peter, card

Cooper, Miss Rose, card

Crimp, Miss May, co Pctor O’Mara
Corner, Frank J., clo C. E. O'Reilly
Corkum, Clarence S.

Callahan, John, 51 —— Streef
Christiansen, Ralph
Coleman, Thomas,
Collier, J. P.
Charchill, Mr. and Mrs. Wm

Barter’s Hill

Crane, E.

D .
Day, Joshua, clo G. P. O.
Dwyer, Miss A., Bond St.
Devnie, Mrs. Frank, New Gower St.

E

Elkin, Mrs. Stanley

F X
Facey, S., New Gower St.
French, Solomon, Scott St.
Fitzpatrick, Mrs., Pleasant St.

G

Green, Mrs., Lime St.

Goudie, Ernest,

H
Hewlett, Arminus, cjo Gen. Delivery
Hutchings,

J
Janes, J. W, card, clo G. P. O
Jenkins, J., Casey’s -St.
Johnson, Ralph
Jackson, Mrs. George,

A. G., Hamilton St.

Johnston, James, Nagle’s Hill
Janes, Wm. J.,, Bannerman St.
James, J., Hagerty’s Street

Jones, Vincent

Keefe, Mrs H., slip, Forest Road
Kirby, Charles, Prince’s Street
‘King, Mrs. Bertha

Il
I'lmb Miss Mary, Spencer St.
Lynch, David
I,aey _Mrs, James, Pennywell Road

[
Maynard, F. J., care Gen. P. Office

Balsam Blace ! Reddy,

Ellsworth, Const. T., West End Station

Glover, Jasper, late Port aux Basques

Hayward, Miss Sarah, New Gower St.

Hurley, Mrs. Norman,, card, John St.

« New Gower Street

Jackson, Mrs. George, New Gower St.

Kelly, Miss " Gﬁrtw card, late Placentia

—— . —T"F

Martin, Haviland 8., card

Marshall, Mrs. Ml,, King" Road
Malloy, Mrs, ‘James, George St.
Manuel, Maud, care Gen. Delivery
Martin, Jack, Newtown Road
Miller, Miss/Ida, care Gen., P. Office
Mifflin, Sydney C., card

Mitchell, Miss Nellie

Moore, Mrs, J., Monroe St.
Murphy, Miss A., Gower St.
Murphy, John J., Agent

Murphy, Miss Bride, Young St.
Murphy, Pte. Patrick, retd.
Murran, Ralph

Murphy, Mrs. May, Bannerman Roag
Matford, Miss M. B., card,

care General Delivery
Malone, P. J.

Me

McDonald, Mrs..
McDonald, Wm.
McKinnon, Mrs.,

v
Duckworth  St.

New Gower St.

N

Noseworthy, Mr. and Mrs. Geo., card

0
O’Keefe, Philip, Prescott St.
O’Donnell, John, care Reid Co.
O’Toole, Francis, Black Marsh Road

I)
Parsons, George,

Pennywell Road, care G.P.0.
Parrell, Wm., Long Pond Road
Parrell, Wm., Allandale Road
Power, James, care Ivy Hotel,

Water Street West
Parsons, Miss Jessie, card,
care Mrs. White, Pleasant St,

Q
Quirk, Thomas, cjo Genl.

R
Ryan, Miss Katie, Queen St.
James, Newtown Road
Redmond, James
Rithards, Miss N., Duckworth St.
Roberts, Henry, Allandale Road
Roberts, E. W.
Rogers, Joseph
Robins, John, South Battery
Rogers, F., Hutchings’ St.
Roberts, Solomon
Ruby, Miss M., Water St. West

P. Office.

S

Stewart, Capt. George
Spracklin, Herbert
Stratton, Miss Amelia
Shaw, Miss. Mary J., Pleasant Street
Stapleton, Miss Laura, Theatre Hill
Stevens, Chas., care G. P. O.
Sterling, T. H. & Co.
Simms, Mary C., care Mrs. Furlong
Smith, J. H., Gower St.
Smith, A. B.
Snook, Abner, Freshwater Road
Scott, Miss P.
Sullivan, Martin, Ivy Hotel, Water St.
Sullivan, Miss Flossie, card,

Queen’s Road
Squires, Joseph, Queen St.
Sinnott, A., Pennywell Road

T
Taylor, Louis, care G. P. 0.
Thistle, Joseph, New Gower’ St.
Thompson, Wm.,* Duckworth St.
W
Ward, Frank R., Gower St.
Wall, Miss Annie, 21 St.
Whalen, Mrs. Patrick 4
Walsh, John, late Hr. Grace
Walsh, M+, P. O. Box 571
Whelan, J
Whelan, Mrs. Mary, Gower St.
Winsor, James, care G. P. O.
White, Mrs. Joan, Carier's Hill
Whitbourne, Wm., Cochrane St.
Willianms. A. Circular Road
Wright. Henry
Woodcock, E.

Watton, Emily, Miss, Cowan Home.

Y
Young, B. B,, New Gower St.
H. J. B. WOOIS, P.M.G.
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When you buy from us you

Out of town orders receive

PERFECTION.

" DULEY & ©

€ ppLasLE Jmm.t

get

Fine Gold,
‘Good Weight,
Bright Finish,

and every Ring {s carefully examined before going out.

ever attention from
-

T. J.DULEY & Co.,

/‘l‘lll BELIABI.B JEWELLERS, ST. JOER’S.

* gevilish daring.

* soldiers.

: knocked out.
 hart, but somehow 1 managed to gel

. lived through it—and when

£ s dﬂughter

w1¢'s worth about nine cents in,
adian money for the bronze there
4n it; but—" and the thin, pallid
man of 45 papsed his hand over His
s as,if to shut out forever the
emory Of the deed that won him the
ctoria Cross,  the most highly-
ed medal of honor that the Brit-
swsh Empire can bestow.
Even in these times that try men's
souls and -determine whether they
of gold or of baser metal, this man,
John Howard ' Trynor, “on  whose
ﬁouse none other tlmn King George
7. pinned the bronze “V.C.,” stands
Wmincntly .a hero. There may be
ers, but none has reached these
Qgiores yet with an experfence that
equals his, and with a V.C.
You see, Trynor had done a good
pit of fighting before he won his
eross, had been wounded half a doz-

: m times, been in the hospiial two or

 three times, afd performed feats of
He was out of the
hospital only two days when “‘that
Wipers (Ypres) thing happened.”
Ypres is called Wipers by the British
It was at Ypres that Try-
por won th{ Victoria Cross—a cheap-

- looking bronze medal with a purple
" ribbon on Which is

inscribed. the
magic words: “For valor.”
“That Wipers thing” was only car-

1 ryﬁxg 11 men out of the crater left by
i a German shell in the region between

the trenches while the action at

| Ypres was hottest.

“] can hardly realize that I  went
through it,” says Trynor. “I was do-
ing engineering work at that time,

_gapping and mining, tunneling under
:.m get into the
¢ about 280 yards away.
_ ways 12 men who go together in this

trenches,
There are ai

German

work.

“We were about half way across
‘No Man’s Land’ when a big, Ligh ex
plosive shell from one of the Germar
batteries fell short and exploded di
rectly over the end of our sap. 1

4,leit a hole as big as a house, and i1

an instant we were all tangied up and

b Jeft exposed to the German rifle fire

i the opposite trench.

“] was the only man in the party
who could walk. The rest
My left arm was bhadly

were

“ope of the fellows up on my back

fand lug him into our trenches.

“When I got to the trench I thought
tabout the 10 other poor devils I had
left behind me. They were helpless
under ;the fire of the German fles
So I started back and got a socornd
one. When I got in I found he hat
been killed right there back.

“Well, to make a long story short,
Ihroux,ht in all the other fellows, ard
ene more of them got his death while
I was carrying him out. The Ger-
‘mans got me, too, six times, but 1
I got out

on my

of the hospital in London this is whnat
they gave me, the V.C.”

“That Wipers thing,” suficient es
it was to secure him his V.C., com:
prised but a small fragment of - the

ithrilling experience of John Howard
‘Trynor, who is trying to get back his
nerve in Boston 'so he can return to
the struggle. He is a New Brunswick-
€r, born under the British flag, whe
early cante to Rockland, Maine, to live
Biit blood s thicker than water. He
- 8aw the cloud gathering long before
- the war broke and was in England
‘hen the hour struck.
~ . Enlisting in the Eleventh Battalio
~ 0f the famous Black Watch, he parti
_‘”Dated in the battles of Mons, Marne
Neuve Chapelle, The Loos, Hill 6
"B1d Ypres, was in the hospital five
" times, and _now bears upon his bod;

¢ the marks of shrapnel wounds in the

Hitad (in which a silver plate thre
- inches square now replaces the bones
Témoved), a bullet wound in the
: Shoulder two through the lungs, tws
_ I the stomach, two in his knee, and
ﬂ“'OUSh his instep, and he has lost
N‘the tip of one finger where a bit of
-~ Shell struck it.
¢ This man is the sole survivor of hi
 Origina] battalion of the Black Watcl
and is “one ,of three survivors out ©
600 men killed on the field.
“Out of 62,000 men engaged, we los
95,000 {8 the charge at Hill 60" b
Says,
‘But™ ‘ihe worst of all was the gas
Thats Ihat gets you,” he says
8ot it ‘§°°d at The Loos, through ¢
leaky Belmet—lost my memory, los
“I% lost my health. . The bulle
‘hﬂpnel wounds are nothing
% to the effect of the ‘gas.”

is now 45 years old and

A1l shot to pieces.” His wounl!s

healed, but he still finds it neces

‘and think hard in order

e names, of even his dear-

and friends—so deadly

of the gas used by the

In the {ast charge
. {ines the Britisl




